232          LIFE ON THE STAGE
ishing beauty of the tall, white-clothed  central   igure
brought me to a halt. His ruddy features were as s< "erely perfect as those stamped on an ancient com. Hi glittering hair and mustache were of that pale and pr :ious
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gold most often seen crowning a baby s head.    H  ; figure was tall, broad-shouldered, small-waisted, an     his hands, good God!   I whispered, and stopped ther     for he wore the hand-cuffs, and on either side of him a s rong and grimy hand gripped his arm.   That was why they made no room for me;   and as I swerved swiftl;   out into the middle of the street to pass them by, there   ame a glitter of bold blue eyes, a flash of white teeth, 2 id a deep voice cried back to me: " I'm awfully sorry; ;  beg your pardon," and then they wheeled inside the   ron gates, and five minutes later I knew the physically s  Sen-did creature I had seen was that Dr. Hughes who  liad just been taken for the murder of his victim (of a r Dck marriage), poor little sixteen-year-old Tamsie Par :>ns — she of the curly head, but steel-firm mouth, who 1< fed passionately this God-like devil, yet had the moral c ur~ age to resist him to the death.
And then the post-office was quite full of memo; es. One made my brow grow moist, even after years    ad passed since the damp autumn day when, as a chil<    I had let fall upon the stone floor a good large bottle of benzine.    The crushed thing,  wrapped, nicely in t ne paper, lay there, innocent to behold, while its escap ig volatile contents got in some really fine work.    Ft ;t, two ladies held their noses, then a fierce old be-whiskei td man looked about suspiciously,  working his  offenc  d member just as a dog would.   Then two men hurryi g m opposite directions, but with their eyes turned up    i-qumngly toward the gas-fixture overhead, collided v  .-lently, and instead of apologizing, each abused the otih r as a blundering idiot, and wrinkling up their noses d; -gustedly, unlocked their boxes, and still grumbling we t their ways, one declaring that the gas being wasted the » was sufficient to illuminate the whole building    Th< i